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The Tragedy ofCjmbeline. 


Why I ftiould yccld to thee? 

Clot. Thou Villaine bafe, 
Know 'ft me not by my C loathes ? 

Cut. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall : 
Who is thy Grandfather ? He made thofe doathes, 
Which (as it feemes) make thee. 

Clo, Thou precious Varlet, 
My Taylor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gauc them thee. Thou art fortifc Fodle, 
I am loath to bcate thee. 

Clot. ThouiniuriousTheefe, 
Hcarc but my name, and tremble. 

Cm. What's thy name { 

Clo. Cloten % thou Villaine. 

(jni. Clote?t y thou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, 
• Twould mouc me fooner . 

Clot. To thy further fearc, 
Nay, to thy mccre Confufion, thou (halt know 
I am Sonne to'th'Quecne. 

Gui * I am forry for't : not fceming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 

pot. Art not afcard ? 

gui. Thofe that I teuerence, thofc I feate : the Wife: 
At Fooles I laugh i not feare them. 

Clou Dye the death; 
When I haac flaine thee with my proper hand, 
He follow thofc that euen now fled hence : 
And on the Gates ofLuds'Jowne let your beads: 
Yceld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 
Enter Belarins and Amiragtu. 

Bel. No Companie's abroad ? 

Arui, None in the world : you did miftake him furc. 

Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it fince I faw him, 
But Tirre hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of Fauour 
Which then he wore : the fnatches in his voice, 
And burft of fpeaking were as his 1 1 am abfolute 
Twas yery Cloten. 

Arui. In this place we left them; 
I wifh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fcaifc made vp, 
I meane to man ; he had noc apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors : For defed of iudgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare. 

Enter Guideritu. 

But fee thy Brother. 

Gut. This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purfe, 
There was no money in*t : Not Hercules 
Could haue knocked out his Braincs, for he had none s 
YccI not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

*Bcl. What haft thou done ? 

Gut. I am perfect what : cut off one Cloteushczd t 
Sonne to the Quccne (after his owne report) 
Who calVd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore 
With his owne fingle hand hecl'd take vs in, 
Difplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And let them on Luds-Towne. 

'Bel. We are all vndonc. 

Qui, Why,worthy Father,whathauewe toloofe, 
But thai he fwore to takcj our Liues ? the Law 
Prote&s nc c vs, then why ftiould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant peece of flefti threat vs? 
Play Iudgc, and Executioner, all himfelfe ? 



For we do fearc the LawTwhat coii^T 
D ifcouer you abroad ? ' 

"Bel. No fingle foule 
Can we fet eye on : but in all faf e reafon 
He muftbaucfomc Attendants. Thou*hhi«w 
Was nothing but mutation, I, and chat ^ on °' 
prom oiic bad thing to worfe : Not Frcnzic 
Noc abfolute madneffe could fo farre haue rau'd 
To bring hira hecrc alone : although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee 
Cauc heere, hunt hecrc, are Out-Iawcs, and in 
May make feme ftrongcr head, the which he hl^ 
(As it is like him) might brcakc oat, and fwear g * 
Heel'd fetch vs in, yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he fo vnder taking. 
Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground we fe*. 
If we do fearc this Body hath a taile W * 
More perillous then the head. 

Arui. LetOrd'nance 
Come as the Gods fore-fay it : howfoere 
My Brother hath done well. 

'Bel. Ihadnominde 
To hunt this day : The Boy Fideles fickeneffe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gut. With his owne Sword^ 
Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him : He throw't into the Creekc 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fifties, bee's the Q^eencs Sonne Cloten 
TI assail I reake. £ X j tt 9 > 

"Bel. I feare 'twill be reueng'd : 
Would (Polidere) thou had'ft not donc't : though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 8 ™ 0Ur 

Arm. Would Ihacf'Ione'c; 
So the Reucngc alone purfu'de me : Polidore 
1 loue thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robb'd me of this deed s I would Rcucngcs 
That poffiblc ftrength might meet, wold feck vs through 
A nd put vs to our anfwer. 

Bel. Wel!,'tis done: 
Wce'l hunt no more to day, nor feekc for danger ! 
Where there's no profit. Iprythee to our Rocke, 
You and Fide/e play the Cookes : He ftay 
Till hafty Polidore returnc, and bring hira 
To dinner prefently. 

Arui. Poorc ficke Fidele* 
He willingly to him, to gainc his colour, 
Il'd let a parifti of fuch Clotens blood, 
And praife my felfe for charity. Exit. 

Bel. OhthouGoddcfle, 
Thou diuine Nature ; thou thy felfe thou blazon'ft 
In thefe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
As Zcphires blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his fweet head ; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchafd) as the rud'ft windc, 
That by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 
And make him ftoope to tb'Vale. 'Tis wonder 
That an muifible inftm& ftiould frame them 
To Royalty vnlearn'd, Honor vntaughr, 
Ciuility not feenc from other : valour 
That wildely growes in them, but y eclds a crop 
As if it had beenc fowM : yet ftill it's ftrange 
What Clotens being hcerc to vs portends, 
Or what his death will bring vs# 
Enter Guidcrens. 

Gnu Where's my Brother? 
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I h« ue Cent Clotens Clot-po le downe the ftreame 
In E<nbifli* to his Mother; his Bodie's hoftage ' 
Forhisreturne- Solemn Mufick.. 

*Beh My ingenious Inftrument, 
(Hcarke Polidore)\t founds : but what occafioa 
Hath Cadwalnow to giue it motion ? Hearke* 
Qui. Is he at home? 
*Bel. He went hence euen now, 
Gui. What does he meane ? 
Since death of my decr'ft Mother 
It did not fpeakc before. All (oiemne things 
Should anfwer fqlemne Accidents. Ti?e matter ? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 
Is iollity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes. 
Is Cadtvall mad? 

Enter Aruiragtu, with Imogen dead> bearing 
her mhis Armes . 
'Bel. Looke, heere he comes, 
And brings the dire occafion in his Armes 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arui* The Bird is dead 
That we haue made fo much on , I had rather 
Haue f kipt from fixteenc y eares of A q , to fixty • 
To haue turn 'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 
Then hauefecne this* 

Cut. Ohfwceteft, fayreft Lilly • 
My Brother weares thee not the one balfc fo well 
As when thou grew'ft thy felfe, 

Bel. Oh Mciancholly, 
Who euer yet could found thy bottome? Finde 
The Ooze, to (hew what Coaft thy fbggifli care 
Might'ft eafileft harbour in. Thou blcfled thing, 
loue knowes what man thou might'lt haue made : but I, 
Thou dycd'ft a moft rare Boy, o^JMelanchoJly. 
How found you him ? 

Arui. Starkc a asyou(ee: 
Thus fmiling, as fome Fly had tickled (lumber, 
Not a*dcatnsdart being laugh'd at : his right Checke 
Repofing on a Cu(hion. 
Cut. Where? 
Arui. O'ch'floore: 
His armes thus leagu*d, I thought he flcpt,and put 
My clowted Brogues from off my fecte, whofc rudeneflc 
Anfwer'd my ftcps too lowd. 

Gui. Why,he but fleepes : 
If he be gone, hce'l make his Graue, a Bed : 
With female Fay ries will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes will not come to thee. 

Arui. With fayreft Flowers 
Whil'ft Sommer lafts, and I liuc heere, Fidele. 
lie fwecten thy fad grauc : thou ftialt noc lacke 
The Flower thatVlike thy face. Pale-Primrofc, nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no, nor 
Theleafc of Eglantine, whom nor toflander, 
Out-fweetned not thy breath : the Raddockc would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore fhamingi 
Thofc rich-Ieft-hcyres, chat let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furiM Moffe befides. When Flowrcs are none 
To winter-ground thy Coarfe* 

Gui. Prythec haue done, 
And do not play in Wencb-like words with that 
Which is fo fcrious. Let vs bury him, 
And Rot protraft with admiration )W hat 
Is now due debt. To'th'grauc. 
Arui. Say,whcrefliairslayhim? 


The Tragedieof Cjmbeline. 


?8p 


Gut. By good Suriphile, our Mather. 

Arui. Bec'cfo: 
And let vs (Polidore) though now our voyces 
Haue got the mannifti crackc, fing him to'th'ground 
As once to our Mother : vfc like note, and words, 
Saue that Euriphi/e, muft be Fidele* 

gui. Cadwaffy 
I cannot fing : He wccpe,and wbrd it with thcej 
For Notes of forrow, out of tune,are worfe 
Then Pricfts, and Phancs that lye. 
Arui. Weel fpeake it then. 

Bel. Great grecfes I fee mcd cine the Ieffe : For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Q^ecnes Sonne^Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy jemcmber 
He was paid for that: though meane 5 and mighty rotcinc 
Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence 
(That Angell of the world) doth make diflinaion 
Of place 'ewecne high,and low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as bemg our Foe, 
Yet bury him,as a Prince. 

Gui. Pray yo« fetch him hither, 
1 her fites body is as good as Aiax % 
When ncy ther are aliuc. 

Arui. Ifyou'l go fetch him, 
Weel fay our Song the whim : Brother begin. 

Gui. NayC^4//, we muft lay his head to th'Eaft, 
My Father hath a rcafon for't. 
Arui. *Tistrue. 

Gui. Come on then^ndrcmouchim, 
Arui. So, begin. 

SONG. 
Guid. Feare nomorethe heate o th'Sm, 
Nor the furious Winters rages 9 
Thou thy worldly tas^hafi don, 
Home art gon^and tane thy wages. 
Golden Lads y and Girles all mufl, 
As Chimncj-Srveepers come to duft. 

Arui. Feare no more the frowneotti Great 
Thou art paft the Tirants ftroake, 
Care no more to c loath and eate, 
To thee the Reede is as the Oahe : 

The Scepter i Learning,Phj ficke muft, 
All follow this and come to duft. 
Guid. Feare no more the Lightning fiajb. 
Arui. North'atLdreadedThunderftone. 
Gui. Feare not Slander, Cenfure rafb. 
Arui. Thou haft finilhd loy and mone. 
Both. All Loners young % all Loners muft^ 

C°rf l gne to thee and come to duft. 
Guid . No Exorcifor harme thee 9 
Arui. Nor no witch-craft charme thee* 
Guid. Cfhoft vnlaidforbeare thee. 
Arui. Nothing til come neerc thee. 
Both. f$utet con fumatton haue > 
And renowned be thygraue. 
enter Belarins with the body of Cloten. 
Cut. We haue done our obfequies ; 
Come -lay him downe. 

^/.Heere's a few FIowres,but 'bout midnight more : 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o'th'night 
Arc ftrewings fit'ft for Graues : vpon their Faces. 
You were as Flowrcs, now withcr'd % euen fo 
Thefe Herbelets ftiall,which we vpon you ftrew* 
Come on,away, apart vpon our knees ; 
The ground that gaue thcra firft, ha's them againe ? 
Their plcafurcs here arc paft,fo arc their paine. Exeunt. 

kbb Imogen 
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